'Just to remember it/ she said to the keeper. 'We are very sorry. We
had forgotten. I have no garden in the place where I live------'

The keeper's hand drew back, though he spoke gruffly:

'Well, you look young enough, both of you, and they say lilac
belongs to lovers. Keep it, but please hide it under your coat or some-
thing. After all, what should I do with it? You cannot graft a branch
back on the tree, can you?'

Frossia had not heard the last words. Her face burnt crimson.

'They say lilac belongs to lovers.' The gorgeous cluster lay in her
lap. Igor sat beside her. His eyes, were she to look at him, would tell
her nothing. She knew it. But none the less, she turned her head and
watched him. He was staring at a small statue of Aphrodite across the
wide path. She broke the silence.

'What a lot of nonsense!'

'What? Hiding the lilac? Why, Euphrosynia Pavlovna, he meant to
be so very kind.'

He was looking at her. She could read no embarrassment in his face.
Her own was crimson, her eyes looked troubled, questioning. She
forced herself to say:
-   'Yes, he was kind.'

Silence fell between them. Dimly, Frossia felt that something was
coming near her, but it was as fugitive as pale March sunlight, and she
could not capture it. She felt tethered in her own awkwardness and
shyness. But Igor had forgotten the keeper. With his eyes intent upon
Aphrodite, he said something about Hellas. Frossia did not want to em-
bark on any discussion of art. She leapt to her feet, the lilac in her arms.

'We had better see something of the park.'

'You are not tired, Euphrosynia Pavlovna?'

'Why should I be tired?* she retorted, and he said nothing and
followed her.

Laden with lilac, they came to the fringe of the park, and Frossia
looked round.

'I had somehow imagined to find it all desolate. It is merely still and
not too tidy, but it has not changed.'

'We are not a tidy nation, Euphrosynia Pavlovna. We try to be,
and it is always an effort, and it does not last long. We like tumbling
things about, tossing flowers and trees and thoughts and everything
... Why does it surprise you?' he asked, catching her astonished look.
'If it does, you do not know your Russia/
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